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An Uncertain Brown Suit 
Logan, Utah. 1904. I was not there. Nor could I have been. 
A trim, clean-shaven businessman crosses dirt-packed Main Street in the cold sunlight of 
early morning. It's Monday, a new day, a new week for his knitting mill. He is tall and angular, 
wearing a brown suit and a round bowler hat. There's a look of determination in his eyes, a fixed 
stare at unseen hurdles ahead. He must be to work early. The girls will be arriving soon. He must 
check the knitting machines, run over the inventory, count out cash for the register, and prepare 
for another day of running the most successful knitting mill in Northern Utah. Assistant 
manager is an important job. He is ... He is ... 
I peer down one more time at the Xeroxed copy of my great-
great-grandfather's wedding photograph, clipped and pasted onto a large 
familytree. 1 Mr. E.T. Lloyd, a root. My great-grandparents, the trunk 
My grandparents, a branch. My parents, leaves. And me. Well, I don't 
even exist yet. 
"Did you really wear a brown suit to work?" I think out loud, 
trying to imagine a tweedy-brown color seeping into the Xeroxed 
photograph. I frown miserably at the old photo. I'm sure I have it all 
' 
Jennie Hubbard Llayi, 
and E. T. (Ezra 
Tirmthy) L layi,, circa 
1897 
wrong. For all I know, Ezra Timothy Lloyd wore a blue suit, grew a beard, put on considerable 
weight since his wedding, and only stopped in the office every few hours to check on the 
progress of the knitting employees. 
There is no certainty here. My imagination cannot make up facts of a past disappeared, 
no matter how hard I try. I sigh. I have reached a dead end. Another one. Somehow the 
momentum with which I started this project has escaped me. A headache starts spreading itself 
across myforehead and temples. I gaze dejectedly at the research that I've compiled in a 3-inch 
binder: photocopies of articles, photographs, excerpts from maps, and random artifacts from the 
knitting mills of Logan a hundred years ago. The binder is near to overflowing. Papers hang out 
at odd angles. I had been so -p-,md of that binder. But where did it get me? More questions. An 
uncertain brown suit. 
What am I searching for? What will be the end of this search across ten decades? I'm not 
sure I know. I'm hoping for something more substantial that an imagined suit, a photocopied 
picture, and the fragmented history of an industry no one seems to remember. Will I reconstruct 
a definitive history of the Logan knitting mills? Certainly not. But a clear picture, a relatively 
complete picture of the Logan knitting mills and their relationships with my great-great-
grandfather- that's what I want. I see each artifact, each newspaper clipping, each photograph 
as a clue to unraveling the mystery of the past. It will unravel. It has to. 
Though I can't quite wrap my mind around the entirety of my research project, I know it 
has something to do with restoration- like the restoration of an old building that, crumbling 
after years of neglect and disrepair, is elected for a rebirth of sorts, a resurrection to its former 
glory. The word restoration means to bring something back to its original condition. Is that what 
I'm attempting here? Perhaps I need to look beyond the dictionary definition. In the realm of 
historical preservation, the restoration of a building means to recuperate a believable semblance 
of the inside and outside of the structure. How is it done? After researching the building and the 
era from which the building emerged, restorers repaint the crackled walls, refurnish the empty 
rooms, recarpet the warped floors, retile the roof, and replace the bare shelves with vintage 
knick-knacks. The motivation behind restoration projects like this includes a desire to preserve 
the local history the building represents, to understand a part of the past that building once 
knew, and to appreciate the structure for its own beauty. All of these desires give reason to 
restore. In a less-tangible form, I want to do the same for that sliver of time when my family 
history intersects with the places and town that I have grown to love. The process seems 
straight-forward, simple even: find all the information I can about the knitting mills and my 
great-great-grandfather, unravel that mystery of the past with academic research, and then ... 
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restore a sense of that past to me and my readers by repainting, refurnishing, and recarpeting the 
past through my writing. 
Yet there are problems with my restoration project, not the least of which is 
discouragement. There are many reasons to explain why I am feeling this way today. Why, when 
I attempt to write, nothing will come but complaints of a day already filled with present 
uncertainties, let alone historical ones: a sister suddenly engaged to a not-altogether-respectable 
kid, unwashed laundry spilling over onto my apartment floor, an unwritten book review looming 
in the distance, and a car that's overdue for registration. How can I devote myself to something 
so unabashedly intellectual when I've got more tangible concerns? For the moment, my research 
and writing seem irrelevant. 
Part of me wants to give up on the search. Another part of me- my sense of duty and 
work- won't accept that. I've got deadlines and- headache or no headache- I will have to 
produce something. Something wonderful. Insightful. Historically significant and yet moving in 
its own way. Not today though. 
Eunice Lipton, an art historian, embarked on a similar search for the model who posed 
for many of Manet's paintings, Victorine Meurent. "This search for Victorine is slow," she 
writes in A Lias Ciympia. 
There are days when it's easy-going and full of pleasure, and others when I bog 
down in paralysis and nausea. The journey always starts with the endless 
descent to the street. Sometimes that entry is a long sweet slide into a familiar 
dream .... If the day starts out this way, then everywhere I tum will be magic 
with possibility .... But other days are bleak; a cold, bloodless woman hovers 
nearby sneering derisively at me. Her message is, 'Better stay home today, 
dearie.' I often do.2 
Eunice Lipton's experience is consoling, if not encouraging. Yes, I reflect, I've had days like the 
ones she describes, both kinds. When I began, the search was "magic with possibility." I reveled 
in the thrill of discovery. I treasured the random artifacts I found in libraries, private collections, 
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and history books. It seemed as if every third person I talked to had a connection with the 
knitting mills. That day is not today, however. Today, the task looms ahead with no end in sight. 
I can almost feel my own "cold, bloodless woman" tugging at my elbow, urging me to give up. 
It's the fear of failure, that bloodless specter. Yes, I'm afraid I will fail. I'm afraid that everything 
I've done up to now will come to nothing. Yet, Lipton's book rests on my bed stand, completed. 
If she can do it, if she can overcome the cold woman, then maybe I can too. 
What motivates me to start this search in the first place? In Alias Ci,ympia, Lipton 
explains that her investigation into Victorine Meurent's life is part-dare, part-fascination. She 
writes: "Musingly, I'd say, 'Some day I'm going to find this woman," and the more I said it, the 
more I meant it. It became a promise .... I wanted what [Victorine] had: her confidence, her 
dignity, her 'no."' 3 Lipton's half-joking bet with herself turns into a solemn pledge, but Lipton's 
pledge is not an unselfish desire to bring notoriety to Victorine Meurent praise. No, at least a 
part of Lipton's desire to research Meurent comes from her jealousy of Meurent's self-possessed 
identity; Meurent is the kind of woman Lipton would like to be herself. How are Lipton and I 
similar? My primary motivator for this project is also selfish. This is a project for my senior 
honors thesis. I want to get a good grade. But I also know that in order to do a good job, I must 
pick a topic in which I am interested. I'm interested in knitting mills, in my family history, in 
Logan. If that's enough, why am I stuck today? 
Perhaps I just need more time. Laurel Thatcher Ulrich, author of the Pulitzer prize-
winning A M idwfe's Tale, took eight years to complete her book about the diary of eighteenth-
century midwife, Martha Ballard. The epilogue makes clear that Ulrich's project was a long and 
arduous process. Certainly, there were times in her writing when she gave up for a day, a week, 
even months, preoccupied by other things than the historical significance of her subject's diary. 
She credits Edith Hary in providing her with "inspiration to persist in telling Martha's story."4 
And I notice a subtle undertone of frustration when she mentions that the "most difficult 
question was always 'When will the book be finished?"' 5 
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Yet the book does not suffer from Ulrich's difficulties in the project because, beneath it 
all, a slow, constant fire fuels her narrative. She calls it her "long fascination" with the eighteenth 
century.6 But I believe her motivation goes beyond a simple fascination with the past. She must 
have loudMartha's diary: its fastidious every-dayness, its cryptic hints into a woman's life in 
eighteenth-century New England, a sphere traditionally obscured by male-oriented history. She 
honored the diary's very existence. Those were her motivators: fascination, honor, and love. 
Perhaps these motivators are mine, as well. 
Certainly, I am fascinated by the early 1900s. Though to admit it seems provincial and 
not especially academic, I am a nostalgic. I love old things: crumbling brick buildings, weathered 
sepia photographs, old leather suitcases, and hand-stenciled teapots. I imagine the clothes-
ruffled and high-buttoned- and the people- friendly and industrious- and the businesses-
quaint and personable- during the first part of the twentieth century in Logan. For a college 
student living the drudgery of everyday life, the lure of nostalgia is part illusion, part fantasy. 
Although I know deep down it's not really practical to believe so, some of me thinks that the 
world of the early 1900s was far more interesting, kind, and exciting than the time I live in now. 
It's the bit of romanticism that a childhood full of fairytales and dress-up clothes left behind. So, 
nostalgic curiosity for Logan's past era spurs my interest. 
I have another reason for my investigation into the past, something more academically 
respectable than a curiosity about the early 1900s. A deep honor for my ancestors motivates my 
search. This sentiment has been cultivated by my Mormon religion, my family, and my 
community. I've grown up with stories celebrating the everyday heroism of my community's 
Mormon ancestors- their work, their determination, their perseverance. Though I know a 
limited amount of information about these people individually, their collective lives are honored 
as a standard against which young Mormons should measure themselves. When I walk into 
Logan's historic Tabernacle, I often take time to look up at the hand-painted ceiling. I study the 
geometric pattern of the ceiling decorations, noting their imperfections and thinking, "Someone 
actually painted this by hand." It gives me a feeling of pride, to have descended from the kind of 
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people who decorated their place of worship with such craftsmanship and care. Along with 
appreciating their contribution to the community's landmarks, I feel a desire to honor them. 
After all, life was hard back then. The luxuries I enjoy now are, in part, a result of their trials, 
their sacrifices. I owe them. I think that ifI remember them, if I acknowledge all their hardship 
and work, then, somehow, that hardship won't have been in vain. I want to know about the 
Logan knitting mills and my great-great-grandfather because in doing so, I am mrmmingthem 
and acknowledging their hard work I am honoring their existence. 
As a Mormon, I feel not only an obligation to honor my ancestors' existence but a 
responsibility to preserve and search out my family history. One of the primary missions of my 
faith consists of performing ordinances on behalf of ancestors in sacred buildings called temples. 
These ordinances, symbolic rites coupled with solemn promises with God, are essential to link 
generation to generation beyond the grave. It's a heavy and holy burden to bear, to "make sure 
that ordinances are completed for your ancestors," 7 an enormous task for anyone to 
contemplate. With this responsibility, I have also developed an interest in other aspects of 
genealogy besides the statistics required for temple ordinances. This aspect of family history, the 
stories behind the names and dates, appeals to my imagination and my desire to honor my 
ancestors. If I tell their stories, their struggles, if I know what life was like for them so many 
years ago, I'm not the only one remembering and honoring them. Those listening or reading my 
story are also honoring them. 
Besides honor, there's another overarching motivator that's present in Ulrich's work, 
something I need as well. Though Ulrich does not come right out and say it, her motivator is 
!me. How can I tell? Just take a look at her book the painstaking exactness, the references, the 
commentary, the research. Michelle Cliff, another historian-writer, explains the role that love 
plays in historical writing. In her essay "History as Fiction, Fiction as History," Cliff 
characterizes herself as "a woman who has fallen in love with this country- certain that this love 
demands accountability. This love impels my search into America's past." 8 Just as honor for my 
ancestry carries obligation, love for a country, or an eighteenth-century diary or a knitting mill in 
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Logan, Uah implies responsibility. Cliff speaks as a writer. She feels her accountability for 
America has to do with recovering its past through the written word. I, too, am a writer. Yet, I 
am not yet sure if my love for the knitting mill industry of Logan carries enough weight to fuel 
this work. Perhaps Cliff's statement is too broad for my situation. I'm interested in the knitting 
mills, certainly, and my fascination with the industry may be characterized as a kind of love. Yet, 
it is not Logan nor is it the knitting industry with which I have "fallen in love." No. That's too 
strong a phrase to applyto ererythingI'm researching here. Is there something that I can love like 
Ulrich's diary, something I concrete I can wrap my mind around? There is a building. 
Six years ago, I began volunteer work at a local nonprofit thrift store in Logan, Uah 
called "Somebody's Attic." The business was located in a century-old brick building, a structure 
implying layers of life, both past and present. The building fascinated me: its old brickwork, high 
ceilings, boarded-up windows and abandoned basement boiler room- not to mention the 
mysterious third floor. Then, there were the traces of painted signs on the brick walls. One in 
front, faded nearly away, said "Cache Knitting Works;" another in back, nearly illegible said 
something like: "Logan Kntg Wrk." There was an aura of mystery about this building; it was the 
aura of the past. For years, it was enough to ponder what the old building had been used for 
while I sorted clothes, put away merchandise, and cashiered for "the Attic." 
Homefront 
Then, in 1999, the Attic was featured in the 
Herald Journal, Logan's local newspaper, in an 
article replete with old photographs of the 
building's past. One photograph displayed 
what must have been the 1900s equivalent of 
a parade float sporting an unusual assortment 
of long underwear. The float was adorned 
with a banner that proclaimed: "No More 
Shirt Tales" and "Cache Knitting Works." My 
mother, our family's amateur genealogist, 
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recognized the Boat's self-proclaimed sponsor. "Marchet," she said, handing me the sheaf of 
newsprint and pointing to the photograph, "Your great grandfather worked there." My love for 
the Attic grew even more. Here I was, great granddaughter, working in the same building my 
forefather had worked nearly 100 years ago. Cool. 
Although I have since learned that Grandpa Lloyd ~ knew him briefly as a child) had not 
in fact, worked at the Logan plant, but at a mill in Salt Lake City, I cannot erase the association 
between my great-grandfather and the Attic. I pictured him working there on the second floor, 
sweeping up, fixing the machines, just simply being there. It was only later that I discovered that 
Grandpa Lloyd's father, Ezra Timothy Lloyd (brown suit or not) was Assistant Manager of the 
Cache Knitting Works in Logan before moving to Salt Lake City. Ah ha! I thought. Perhaps I 
should be imagining an older member of the Lloyd family sweeping up on the second floor the 
Attic. 
Yet I was wrong, again. The Attic did not house the Cache Knitting Works during the 
time my great-great-grandfather served as manager. According to Scott Christensen, who wrote 
a study of knitting mills in Logan, the Cache Knitting Works moved into my building in 1908,9 
two years after my great-great-grandfather had left Logan for Salt Lake. During the time Ezra 
Timothy Lloyd lived in Logan, a different knitting firm, the Union Knitting Mills, occupied the 
Attic building. Once again, I felt let down. So there really wasn't a connection between the two. 
But I wouldn't give up. There had to be a connection. I finally discovered it while thumbing 
through a photocopied 1904 directory of Logan businesses. I realized it only by chance. It's what 
Christensen dresn't say, but what business directories make very apparent. That is, the Union 
Knitting Mills and the Cache Knitting Works were competitors. 
There uas a connection between the Attic and my great-great-grandfather, a tenuous one, 
but a connection nonetheless. Perhaps Ezra Lloyd (or maybe he went by Timothy) stopped in at 
the Attic every once and a while to inspect the competitor's goods, to talk business with the 
manager, to trade equipment, or to chat. Yes, it might have happened. Regardless of whether it 
did or not, here was another motivator to make an in-depth search into the Attic's past, enough 
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of a connection to keep me interested. The building intrigued me already, but that connection to 
my family history made my search even more appealing. 
Is that enough incentive to attempt a "restoration" of the Attic during the time of my 
great-great-grandfather? Is it enough to fuel my interest through the inevitable low days Lipton 
describes? I don't know for sure. But I know this: Ulrich had her diary, the fascination, honor, 
and love to write about it. I have my building, and whether or not I have enough motivation or 
enough love, I will attempt to tell its story. The building is my diary. 
Part of the uest unll of "the Attic" 
The Building 
Sure, it was old and falling apart. After all, it was at least a 
hundred years old. But even its imperfections were 
whimsical, laughed off like the peculiar habits of an 
otherwise faithful friend. Those of us who worked there 
adapted to its idiosyncrasies because to work there, to be 
there, was a special privilege. It had what so many other 
buildings lack: a personality. 
First of all, the building felt and looked dd, very old. Its paint cracking, the bricks 
crumbling, the structure of the building was not what you would call sturdy. Like an elderly man 
with rheumatism or arthritis, it creaked and trembled at cold winter winds. The building could 
barely warm itself, despite its newer ventilation system. Its high ceilings and poorly insulated 
walls simply could not retain heat. 
But I make the Attic seem unwelcome and uncomfortable. That is not so. It was more 
like an old relative, a great-grandmother or grandfather whose presence you enjoy, but never 
truly feel at ease with. I think of my Great Grandma Lloyd, one of the three great-grandparents I 
was acquainted with in my childhood. She was very elderly but always kind to my siblings and 
me. Yet, she had a presence about her, a mystery I was too young to comprehend. It said to me: 
"I have lived a life." That life was something more than I attempted to imagine. This woman 
9 
had been born before television, before space shuttles and drive-in movies. I loved her, but I 
was a little afraid of her because there was so mud:J, so much I didn't know about her. 
The building felt a little like that to me. Here was a place that had "lived" for over a 
century. Its age created a sense of mystery that I found intriguing but not intimidating. fu a 
child, I had attempted to gain my great-grandmother's approval and always felt inadequate 
against her towering age. The Attic was different in this respect. Yes, it was old. But it simply 
existed, never judged. 
I loved the sounds the Attic made: the aide, aide of shoes on the upstairs floor echoing 
down to the workroom below, the heavy click of the old-style light switches, and the bulky slam 
of the decades-old front door- a thick pane of glass in a green wooden frame. Even now, I can 
hear the sound of wind zipping past the alleyway, singing ghost songs against the windows of the 
west wall. I relished the Attic's secrets: the little-known corridor to the mysterious third floor, 
the dank basement and old abandoned boiler room, the gaping maw of its vacant elevator shaft. 
I loved the building, the charm and mystery of its century-long presence. I loved the stuff 
crammed in its comers: buckets of rusty nails, drawers filled with pricing tags, old Barbie dolls, 
shelves and shelves of books to be sorted and priced, and rickety green tables piled high with 
clothes from garage sales, funerals, and spring cleaning: polyester suits, cuffed sweatpants with 
matching sweatshirts, costume jewelry from a grandmother's jewelry box. Everything about the 
place had a wonderful familiar quality to it. All of it was second-hand: the clothes, the toys, the 
vacuum and display racks. The building itself, certainly far past "second-hand," was suited to 
house such a business. 
I spent three years there, working once a week behind the cash register, in the back room 
sorting donations, on the second floor straightening shelves and hanging clothes, in the alleyway 
helping patrons unload garbage bags full of old clothes, and climbing up and down the stairs to 
store boxes of holiday merchandise in the basement. The Attic became my Saturday habit, and 
like all habits, it became commonplace to me. My awareness of the building's history was 
10 
peripheral. I knew it had been a knitting mill in the past and that it was probably one of the 
oldest buildings in the city. But that was all I knew. 
School, church, family, and the Attic formed constants in my life. I still lived with my 
parents then, attending college and watching my younger sister ease towards high school 
graduation after four consecutive years at one school. Life moved by at a steady, complacent 
pace. And I was delighted to have spent more than two years in one city, if not in one house. 
Out of that lull in the transient storm of my family's life, I finished growing up. I became truly 
converted to my religion and decided to go on a mission, to serve as a representative of the 
Church for a year and a half. The decision to leave was accompanied bya feeling that my 
family- ever moving from one city to another- would not be living in Logan when I came 
back And they were not. 
When I returned from Europe a year and a half later, I came to a house, a town, and a 
family that were foreign to me. My parents had moved ... again, this time from Logan to a 
remote prairie town in South Dakota. I knew no one there but my family members- and I 
barely even knew them, it sometimes seemed. My youngest sister had grown taller than I. I 
recognized her head but not that body. My brother was more man than boy now. My father, the 
consummate workaholic, had left the business world and taken on a university teaching job, 
spending Tuesdays and Thursdays at home. While my mother, who had previously only worked 
out of the home only during school hours, was on the job constantly, pausing only to tell us to 
fix ourselves something for dinner ... lunch ... breakfast. I was a stranger there. And for that 
brief summer while I readjusted to life in America, I felt oddly disconnected from the life to 
which I had supposedly returned. That fall, when school and the promise of a scholarship 
beckoned, I retreated to Logan to finish my degree at Utah State University. I also returned to 
the Attic- an old habit, but a good one. 
The outside of the building hadn't changed, but the inside, its walls recently painted, the 
sales floor reorganized and the back room now catpeted, was decidedly different. Despite these 
recent improvements, the Attic was much the same building that I loved. Its walls, its sounds, its 
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presence felt so familiar to me. Here were the old light switches, and here, the dusty shelves of 
pricing tags and Barbie clothes and costume jewelry. And yes, there was the sound of the shoes 
creaking across the warped wooden floorboards above. Here, I felt comfortable and safe. I had 
finally come home. 
Thinking of the Attic as a home strengthens my love for the building even more. 
Because I love the building, I am interested in its past, its history, its connection to my 
heritage. I have an ancestor and a knitting industry here in Logan, something that existed before 
me, that represents a heritage of stability I did not have growing up. I guess that's the reason I'd 
grown so attached to the Attic. While my parents could off er me a life of constant love and 
support, they could not always offer me a home of constant location and setting. Before I 
reached seventeen, we had moved six times. My junior high school and high school education 
included five different institutions. I hardly spent enough time in one school to make friends, let 
alone get a date. I balked at the question, "Where are you from?" But the Attic- a building 
representing a past more static more stable than my own- felt like home to me. It is a feeling 
that has remained with me, through my college years, even until now. It is something I can hold 
onto, something that another move, another address, another phone number cannot take away. 
Just as Michelle Cliff feels obligated to explore an American past that hasn't been told in 
traditional history, I seek to uncover the obscured past of the Attic during the time of my great-
great-grandfather. Is that such a difficult task to assume? I want to know what it was like back in 
1904 when that business directory was published. I want to have a feeling that if I were to travel 
back in time to 1904 Logan, I wouldn't be surprised, because I had already found what the past 
was like. -what happens if I fail? It's a valid question, one I'm not sure I'm ready to answer 
because if I do fail, then this journey on which I have embarked will have been fruitless. I will 
have done all this work for nothing. At least I know where to start: the building. It is my 
touchstone to the past and my grounding in the present. 
12 
The Goodwin Bro's. Store 
My first inclination was to go to photographs. Originally, I wanted pictures, what I 
supposed as real proof that the Attic was actually a hundred years old. Why? At that time, there 
was something about the idea of a picture that captured my imagination. I hoped against hope 
that I'd find some familiar face, some hint of family, of community from 100 years ago. I wanted 
to connect to that world of 1904, and like the child who sits fascinated byan album's 
photographs of her babyhood, I felt compelled to explore the images of my unremembered past. 
With this in mind, I set out for the best official source of local history. Special Collections at 
Uah State University. After a little digging and a lot of frustration at the card catalogue (I hadn't 
used one since grade school), I found two photographs. 
One was taken in 1884; the other in 1892. The first photograph pictures a brick building, 
two stories tall with the top of the second wall built up past the roof. The top fa;:ade of brick 
The GoodmnBro's. Store, circa 1884 
bears the store's name boxed in white 
paint, "GOODWINBRO'S." And 
underneath, in smaller caps, the title 
"DRY GOODS & GROCERIES" 
proclaims the store's merchandise. 
There are three windows on 
the second floor, one large middle 
window flanked by two smaller ones 
on either side. Each is framed in 
wood and topped with decorative 
cornices, the middle window 
overshadowed by a dramatically 
peaked one. There appears to be some 
sort of bench in front of a second 
floor window. Maybe it's a shallow 
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balcony jutting out from the space between the two stories. And then we come upon the people. 
I'm pretty sure the one on the left is a woman, hand resting on a high-back rocking chair 
perhaps? Her husband (maybe a brother) leans casually against the brick wall on the right, his 
hands in pockets. Who are you? I think. There is no hint to their identity besides the store 
front's ready proclamation: GOODWIN BRO'S. Is she a Goodwin sister? A wife? A daughter? 
An employee? And is that- I pause for a moment to squint at the picture- is that a little boy in 
the high-backed chair? Is he your son, ma'am? The image is too far away to tell. It could be a 
daughter. 
Moving down the photograph, I become interested once more in the building. A 
wooden awning of some sort shelters the first story. Four columns support this awning from 
below, the columns' wooden craftsmanship echoing that of the second floor window-toppers. 
The bottom floor is obviously a place of business. If the Goodwin Bro's. sign did not already 
testify to that fact, the two display windows certainly would have. The windows reach from two 
feet off the ground to the top of the balcony. And posters or flyers, four of them, hang in the 
windows. A train schedule? The store hours? A poster for the circus? I can't tell. Neither can I 
tell if the shapes in the window are reflections from the street opposite, or the actual contents of 
the dry goods store. I think I can make out a table in the right hand window, a table and a 
couple of lamps, or ... jars? And that long skinny white strip leaning against the wall- a tree 
saw? Again, it could just be a reflection. The door of the building is obscured in black shadows. 
And then, more people: two men, two boys, standing proudly before the store front in 
jackets and hats, the men in beards. Once again, I ask, who are you? But the pictures of the 
Goodwin brothers and their sons (I think) simply stare back, silently. The boy on the right looks 
like a little bird on a perch, the tail of his jacket sticking out at 45 degree angle. I love that little 
image, that little bird. His older brother or cousin (no, probably a brother) stands on the 
opposite side of the frame, hand on hip, leaning nonchalantly against the pillar. I imagine he 
picks on his little birdlike brother. Once again, I have nothing but my imagination to answer the 
questions circling about in my head. 
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I try deduction instead: What time of year was this picture taken? It's a straight-on piece, 
taken during midday Gudging from the light) in early winter. The leafless braches of a tree peek 
in at the upper right comer of the picture. There is no snow on the ground, but the dirt road in 
front of the building has the look of frostbitten mud. A cold day, maybe, but not as cold as it 
can get in Logan, certainly not. I guess it is March, or late October; both months seem probable. 
All I have is the year the picture was taken, and even that isn't for sure. The picture is listed in 
Uah State University Special Collections as "GOODWIN BROS. STORE circa 1884." "Circa" 
is an academic euphemism for "about" or "around." Even the date is a guess. I read the card in 
its entirety: "GOODWIN BROS. STORE circa 1884, now the present-day Somebody's Attic." 
I'm not convinced about that last part, "now the present-day Somebody's Attic." There seems 
little similarity between the Goodwin Bro's. Store and my building. The windows are all wrong. 
There's no balcony at the Attic. And even the brick looks different. How can it be the same 
building? 
Picture number two. It's the same building as the Goodwin Bro's. Store, that's obvious 
from the corniced windows and awning. A new name is plastered above the second story 
windows: "SMITI-I, CUMJv1INGS & CO" and underneath "PRINTERS." It's another winter, a 
trace of snow on the street. And dozens of icicles hang from the roof of the building as its west-
facing wall continues into an alleyway I'm sure I recognize. It's not a head-on piece this time, and 
so, I can see a window on the west side of the building, long and skinny, looking out onto a 
maybe-12-year-old boy beneath, his hand on hip, staring into the camera as the bill of his cap 
shadows his face. There are other people on the street, crowds of men in front of the two 
buildings, a carriage, and a cart full of hay (or something else? No. I'm sure it's hay). I have 
similar questions about this picture as I have about the first one. Who are these people? Why 
was the picture taken? What was the business next to the print shop? I think I'd read somewhere 
that it was a saloon. I can't remember. Is that the same alleyway I know from the Attic? Most of 
all I wonder who that boy is. All these questions make me realize something about my love for 
the Attic. The more research I do, the more I am interested in the people than the building. The 
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people keep drawing my attention away from the building, because they are the stories, the clues, 
the atmosphere I'm trying to recapture through my restoration project. Ironically, it is not the 
Attic itself that captures my imagination, but the "somebodys" of Somebody's Attic. The people 
who have inhabited and worked in this building are becoming the elements that define the 
building to me. 
I took the pictures to the Attic one day, still dubious that the photographs could really be 
of the building- or the hint of those "somebodys"-I loved so much. I shared my concerns 
with the general manager, a woman of strong character and equally convincing opinions. "Joy," I 
asked, taking out my pictures from my backpack. "Look at these pictures for me. They say that 
they are pictures of the Attic. But I'm not so sure. Look at the windows." 
"Hmm," Joy said, musing over the black and white photos, the first and then the second. 
"Oh," she said, pointing at the alleyway visible in the second. "No. This is the Attic all right. 
Look at the pitched roof here. I'd recognize that roof anywhere." 
I chuckled, remembering the time she'd had to scale the roof when careless tenants left 
water-sogged towels and lawn chairs on the roof. Of course she remembers the roof. I was 
struck by that thought. I had not recognized the roof because I'd had no experience with it. But 
Joy, having squeezed through the third story window to collect the possessions of soon-to-be-
evicted lodgers was more familiar with that roof than anyone else at Somebody's Attic. 
I'd had experiences at the Attic like that, experiences that leave a lasting impression. For 
example, I will always remember the time the Attic's front door broke. It was raining wy hard-
thunder, lightning, fierce winds, the Attic struggling valiantly against the barrage, customers 
coming in and out of its heavy front door as it slammed ferociously closed with the wind. I think 
it actually began to hail. I can't remember exactly. What I do remember is that I was in the back 
room, and suddenly I heard a great slam and the gasp of customers on the sales floor. I ran out 
to the front. The storm had blown the door shut so hard that the glass had broken out of its 
wooden frame. The formerly whole sheet of glass lay about in dozens of large sharp-edged 
chunks. I shuffled over to the door and picked up a piece of that heavy glass, more intrigued 
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than frustrated by the situation, because I was glimpsing a bit of the history behind the building. 
The Attic's door had been made before glass was designed to shatter into harmless fragments, 
and here was the proof. I will always remember that front door, even though a more attractive, 
shatter-friendly counterpart has replaced it. I remember the front door like Joy remembers the 
roof. Experience shapes remembrance. 
I broke from my reverie to ask about the pictures once more. "But the windows," I 
protested, "the whole front of the building is different." 
"Oh yes," Joy answered, "but it's easyto change the fas;ade of a building." 
"R all ::>" e y. 
"Mnm. Sure. I know it." 
I trusted her judgment, but I went outside with my pictures to make sure. I stood on the 
opposite side of the street, angling myself as if taking a photograph of the local 1892 print shop. 
Yes, it was the same alleyway, the same roof. And although time and an unrelenting stream of 
"The A ttic" in 1892 "The Attic" as it appears 
today 
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owners had left the building changed from its original state, the slant of the roof and the angle of 
the alleyway remained. Two small clues. So I now knew that I had the right building, and enough 
proof that in about 1884, it was a dry goods store, and in 1892, a print shop. But what now? 
What do I do when I reach a dead end like this? 
L ook ing onto the ues t w:dl of the A ttic from 
the alleyuay 
I'd been convinced that pictures would lead me to 
an answer, but all I had was more questions. Who 
is my little bird-boy? And for what reason is a cart 
full of hay parked in front of a printing firm? This 
restoration project was becoming more difficult 
than I thought it would be. As an academic 
researcher, I was used to looking up secondary 
sources, scouring Internet databases, and writing 
bibliographies that showed how my brilliant 
analysis of a subject was backed by a dozen other researchers who, in tum, were backed by 
dozens of others. In this case, however, the comforts of secondary sources had vanished. This 
was prirmry research, research with no previous interpretation stamped on it. I was alone. What I 
really needed to do was meet some people who examined primary research on a regular basis, 
people who knew about the uncertainties that this kind of research brings. I also needed advice 
on what direction I should go for more information. In short, I needed to meet some local 
historians. 
MyQuest 
I met Darrin Smith at a Cache Historical Society Meeting at Logan City Hall in early 
September 2002. I was an anomaly at the meeting, a dark-haired young woman in a sea of gray-
headed seniors. I sat through the meeting, listening to the presentation while I jotted down ideas 
for this paper- "the magic of buildings, and old things, crackled paint, and tea-dyed linen" -
one-by-one on my notepad. The presenters were descendants of Hyrum Smith, the brother of 
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the Prophet Joseph Smith, the first president of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. 
The artifacts they had brought were astounding: the wooden chest which once held the Golden 
Plates (from which The Bock if M arm:Jn was translated) as well as the clothes Hyrum Smith wore 
when he and his brother Joseph were martyred in 1844. There were still bloodstains on the 
clothes. 
"We want you to touch these with your eyes and with your hearts," the woman presenter 
said. "It makes this history extremely real." Extremely real. I will never forget that phrase. She 
was right; the artifacts made a lasting impression on me. As I stood in line to walk past the 
handspun clothes of Hyrum Smith, I felt a connection to that part of my Mormon history that I 
had never felt before. These were the actual clothes he had worn when a mob stormed Carthage 
Jail where he, his brother, and other leaders of the Church were being held unjustly. These were 
the clothes he had worn when the mob's bullets flew across the room, killing him and later his 
brother as they gave their lives for their faith. Just as the Attic was a tangible object that 
embodied the past, these objects, these clothes, were pieces of a history I could finally envision 
in a more-than-abstract, more-than-simple-faith way. It was the difference between being told 
that something happened and actually seeing the evidence that it really did happen. 
I realized then that my connection to the past of the Logan knitting industry revolved 
around artifacts like the ones I was seeing here tonight. Instead of a suit of clothes and wooden 
chest, I had an old building, familial ties, an article in the newspaper, and photographs from 
tum-of-the-century Logan. Those artifacts made the knitting mills real to me. In other words, 
they allowed me to experience a time I could have not imagined without the presence of these 
artifacts. I shuffled through the line in front of the displaytable, peering closely at Hyrum 
Smith's homespun wool pants, shirt, and vest. Meanwhile, I was revising the purpose of my 
search into the knitting mills. My growing accumulation of artifacts didn't add up to the whole 
historical truth any more than this humble suit of clothes disclosed the whole of Hyrum Smith's 
life. All these things were frag;rer,ts from a time long past- and who can make a complete picture 
out of fragments? This revision of my thinking brought on different questions. If artifacts do 
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not recapture the past, then how do I recover the past at all? What can artifacts do for me and 
what can't they do? How do I answer the questions artifacts leave behind? 
By this point, I was used to having more questions than answers. What I didn't expect 
was that my relatively narrow search into the knitting mills in northern Utah would prompt such 
wide-ranging questions about the validity of historical research. My writer's instincts told me I 
was on the right track, though. I was entering into a conversation historians have debated long 
before I started rummaging around for photographs of the Attic. That conversation, littered 
with words like "historiography' and other terms foreign to my English-major education, 
revolves around a question all historians have a right to ask of themselves: "Does careful, 
informed, sophisticated description of past human 
actions, placed in impeccable order ... constitute 
solving a problem?" 10 In other words, can a historian's 
narrative, constructed to appear as a whole and 
complete story, be anything more than a collection of 
artifacts? I wanted to add my voice to that conversation, 
to bring my experience to the table. This search for the 
Logan knitting mills had become a vehicle to explore a 
more general concern: How do I restore the past, and 
uhat do I do when if I discover it can't entirely be done? 
My mind turned to the real purpose of my 
attendance: to meet some Cache Valley historians. 
Perhaps they could help me answer some of these 
The front and back of a Cache Knitting 
Works calling card from Darrin Smith's 
collection, no date 
questions or, at least, give me another direction in my primary research. I introduced myself to a 
likely looking man after the presentation ended. "You're from the University, then? Well, I don't 
know anything about the knitting mills, but I know someone who might be able to help you. 
You'll probably want to talk to that man over there." He pointed over to the opposite side of a 
room where Society members stood milling about a refreshment table. I wasn't sure whom he 
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meant me to see. "That man there." Then I saw him, a tall, stocky man in his forties perhaps. 
"His name is Darrin Smith." 
I couldn't think of anything more effective than a direct approach. I crossed the room 
and extended my hand. "Mr. Smith," I said. "My name is Marchet dark, and I'm doing a 
research project on the knitting mills in Logan. I understand you might have some information 
that would help me." We discussed my project. Yes, I was a student as the university. No, no 
rush. I had all year to complete the project. Of course, I would love to come over and look at 
what he had. Well, you see, my great-great-grandfather was the manager of the Cache Knitting 
Works. Sure, next Wednesday would be fine. 
A week later, I sat on his living room couch, waiting while Darrin retrieved information 
from his own personal archive in his basement. After a couple minutes, he came back up the 
stairs. "Here it is," he said, sitting down beside me with an olive green file folder. "Now, let's see 
here." 
We spent the next ten minutes carefully considering each item in the file folder. I 
selected the items I wanted to borrow including two photographs of a Union Knitting Mills 
building (now the Logan School District office building), two other black and white pictures of 
similar buildings, a Cache Knitting Works calling card for someone named Lou L. Wolz, and a 
1908 credit memorandum in a small plastic sheaf. All found their way into the yellow manila 
envelope Darrin provided. 
I smiled thankfully at Darrin. "I appreciate this, a lot." I was too overwhelmed with the 
treasures I had been handed to remember more pressing questions I should ask this historian 
like what do I do when the artifacts don't add up to all I've been searching for? 
Darrin seemed pleased I was so interested in his collection. "Remember, I do this," 
Darrin said emphatically, "because I want to he/,p rople. And if you have any other friends who 
need information, tell them I'd be more than willing to help them out." 
"Oh I will. This is great stuff, Darrin." I replied, gingerly placing the manila envelope 
into my crammed backpack 
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"Well, it's a starting point. I wish you luck on your quest." 
I chuckled. "Hmm, yes, my quest." I was amused at the way he stressed the word, thick 
with connotation. 
Darrin gulped a breath of air and looked at me straight on. "Oh, it really is. People don't 
realize how hard it is to get some of this stuff. It's inmr:libl,y dijfoult." 
"Yes," I said. I really had no idea how hard it had been. But I'd thought I'd better agree. 
"So, I should be done with this stuff tonight." I promised to return his artifacts and left, 
unaware that Darrin had been steering me towards a fundamental element of historical research: 
it's nearly impossible to gather all the pieces you need to wholly understand even a part of the 
story you are attemptmg to uncover. 
That afternoon, I feverishly Xeroxed the artifacts, scanned photographs, and made 
cryptic bibliographic notations on the backs of photocopies. With each clicking whir of the copy 
machine, I realized that I was in the middle of something I couldn't quite wrap my mind around. 
It W1S like being on a journey of some sort. A quest? Perhaps quest wasn't exactly the right word 
to describe what I was doing. After all, a quest implies a finite quarry at the end of the search. I 
was searching for something I couldn't exactly put into finite terms, just into questions. Perhaps 
my problem was that my idea of restoration, of discovering a past, was beginning to shift. I was 
no longer searching for "the Truth" of the past. I should've abandoned that sentiment when I'd 
first started. Instead, I seemed to be looking for a convincing story or set of stories to go along 
with my artifacts. 
The artifacts Darrin had lent to me were a start, but they certainly didn't end the 
journey ... quest ... or whatever it should be called. I now had collected a fair amount of 
photographs: both from my search through in the library and Special Collections in addition to 
the photographs from Darrin's private collection. What should I do with them? From the 
beginning of my search, I had intended to use photographs and pictures of artifacts to 
complement the final text of my paper. I am an artist's daughter, and as such, acutely aware that 
good visual elements enhance the attractiveness of any piece of writing. 
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Yet in a historical piece of writing, such as my own, there are other implications 
associated with using pictures besides the issue of looks. In most forms of biographical and 
historical writing, images or photographs seem almost obligatory. Just open up any memoir, any 
biography, any history text and you will almost certainly find pictures and photographs. Ulrich's 
A Midwfe's Tale includes no less than 16 maps or illustrations. But without her explanations, the 
images are little more than a random set of maps and diagrams. We rely on Ulrich's historical 
research to tell us the story behind the pictures. 
While I'm thinking about Ulrich's pictures, I'm also remembering a book I read a couple 
months ago by Mary dearman Blew. In All But: the Waltz, Blew uses photographs of great-
grandfathers, aunts, sisters and parents to tell the stories of her family.11 Each photograph 
appears as a preface to dozen or so essays that make up her book. Why do historical and 
autobiographical writers feel compelled to use pictures? Perhaps it's because pictures seem to 
prove that the people, the places, the events in the book truly did occur. Blew's pictures seem as 
if they're trying to convince the reader of the validity of her stories, even though the stories are 
her own subjective interpretations of the past. 
Yet, when I read her stories, I believe the narratives are real- that is, I accept them as 
truth- mainly because of the photographs included in the book. Why? Photographs never lie, 
the saying goes. Timothy Dow Adams, an authority on 
photographs in biographical writing says, "no amount of 
sophisticated poststructuralist theorizing will ever replace 
[that] persistent belief." 12 So, historians and biographical 
writers use pictures to take advantage of that "persistent 
belief" in order to convince their readers of the authority of 
their text. As for Mary dearman Blew and her inclusion of 
pictures, I don't think it's intentional on her part, supplanting 
the stories with photographs to attempt to prove a historical 
uncertainty. I think she's simply following the conventions of 
A !though the black and Mite imprint 
prou:s that they did liie, it does 
nothing to bring them to life. 
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autobiographical writing. And I include photographs in my research project as well, not only 
because others have done it before me, but also because initially, I believed that pictures brought 
a sense of reality to the past I was trying to reconstruct. 
However, there are problems with this belief. Even though a photograph is "something 
directly stenciled off the real, like a footprint or a death mask," 13 it is limited in its ability to 
restore the moment in which it was taken. Adams' work constantly refers to the fallibility of 
photographs actually to capture anymore than they exclude. For example, the photograph of the 
Goodwin Bro's. Store tells nothing about uhy that picture was taken. Nor does it answer my 
questions about the subjects' identities or relationships. The people in front of the store and up 
on its balcony are silent. And although the black and white imprint proves that they did live, it 
does nothing to bring them to life. 
Blew's photographs do not tell their stories on their own, either. They depend on Blew's 
written word to come alive. I remember one essay in particular about her great-grandfather, 
Abraham Hogeland. "As far back as I can remember, a framed photograph of my great-
grandparents hung in the house where I grew up," she begins.14 She describes the faces of her 
ancestors, their stalwart stances and unblinking stares. But the photograph is a dead end. Besides 
recognizing the family resemblances between her father and Abraham Hogeland, Blew cannot 
create her narrative from the photograph alone. She relies on another artifact to "make 
[Abraham] talk," a handwritten wad of papers she must decipher and intetpret. 15 
Despite the inclusion of this second artifact, Blew does not attempt to recreate her great-
grandfather's time. She does not try to fool herself into believing that a collection of enough 
historical artifacts will tell its story on its own. Instead, what follows is Blew's experience in 
transcribing her great-grandfather's manuscript and the journey from the artifact itself to her 
own intetpretation of its significance. As I write about my experiences in researching the Logan 
knitting mills and researching my great-great-grandfather's connection to them, I see myself 
following Blew's pattern. I've started with artifacts- pictures especially- but I've run into a 
dead end: the pictures leave holes in the story, large gaping questions that will not be answered 
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by still figures on film. Yet, I can start to fill in those historical gaps through other artifacts, as 
Blew attempted to do by transcribing Abraham Hogeland's manuscript. If I only had a 
manuscript, a record kept by my great-great-grandfather, something I could read from his own 
hand, perhaps I could start to fill in those gaps. I hoped that the juxtaposition of the artifacts I 
collected, like a photograph and a manuscript, would help me approximate that sense of the past 
for which I was striving. 
"Dad," I asked on the phone, "Don't you have anything else about him?" It was my 
weekly phone call from my parents. 
My father sighed, and even over the phone line, I could see the expression on his face, 
his eyebrows bent inward, his mouth softening into a straight line, thinking. "I'm sorry 
Marchet," he admitted after the pause. "I don't think there is anything else." 
I tried to resign myself to the acceptance of another loose end in the research. I would 
have no manuscript of my great-great-grandfather's. What I did have was a personal history 
from his son, Ezra Thomas Lloyd, my Grandpa Lloyd. It would have to do for now. My mother 
had sent it in the mail, twenty pages or so of typescript on legal-sized sheets of paper. I said 
goodbye to my father and dug up the personal history out of my rapidly expanding file of 
"knitting mill" research. I reread the passage in Grandpa Lloyd's history about his time in Logan: 
Early childhood spent in Logan until six years of age. Fathers [sic] employment 
took him and family to Salt Lake City where he started up a branch of the 
Cache Knitting Works having served as assistant manager of the parent 
company in Logan. 16 
That was the passage that had shattered all of my illusions about Grandpa Lloyd working at the 
Attic. It was his father, Ezra Timothy Lloyd, who, born the 10th of February 1871, lived in 
Logan during the first part of the twentieth century. It was great-grait-Grandfather Lloyd, not his 
son. When I'd realized my error, I stumbled upon yet another occupational hazard of historical 
research: the destruction of "pet theories." 
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I'd felt a bit like Suzanne Bunkers, who writes of her ancestor, Susanna Simmerl 
Youngblut in her work, In Se,a,rrh if Susannah.17 Early in her search, Bunkers idealizes Susanna 
Youngblut as the heroic mother who leaves her daughter behind in the care of her mother when 
she immigrates to America. Bunkers imagines she has done this in the child's best interest. Yet 
further research dispels this illusion. She is not the heroic mother as Bunkers had imagined. 
"Powerful emotions took hold of me as my theory ... collapsed," Bunkers writes.18 The collapse 
of long-hoped-for theories is a danger for those historian-writers who formulate imaginative 
answers to history's obscurities. The experience Bunkers describes- her anger, sadness, and 
confusion at finding her fantasy destroyed- makes me wonder if all historians feel this way 
sometimes. Certainly, I felt these emotions when I discovered that Grandpa Lloyd, the sweet, 
skinny man I loved, had not worked in the Attic as a boy. I was too fond of the image, too 
nostalgic about it. I had to discard that image; holding too tightly to that story would obscure my 
vision of the "actual" past. 
Instead of Grandpa Lloyd, E. T. Lloyd has crept into my research and surf aced as a 
central character. But this man who is merely implied in my great-grandfather's personal history 
is more of a shadow than a real person who lived, breathed, and worked on the main 
thoroughfare of my hometown city. What was he really like? All I have is a paragraph in 
Grandpa Lloyd's history, another fragmentary artifact: 
Father like mother was always my ideal and I desired to be just like him. His way 
of teaching was less direct than mother's but just as effective. He taught me 
industry and a love for life, and for the gospel through his life and by other very 
practicle [sic] means ... Father was the principle owner and manager of his own 
business [the Lloyd Knitting Works in Salt Lake City] and he wanted me to be a 
part of it. He started having me work in the factory on Saturdays and summer 
vacations. I was about eleven when I began by sweeping the floors and doing 
other less important tasks, until I found myself running some of the more 
complicated power knitting machines. 19 
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How can I squeeze a life of my ancestor out of this one small paragraph? Grandpa Lloyd 
says he "desired to be just like his father," yet he doesn't say haw I wonder how Grandpa Lloyd's 
father taught him a "love for life" and how his way of teaching was different than his wife's. 
Besides the idealized picture my great-grandfather's history paints of Ezra Timothy Lloyd, I have 
few other clues to help me understand what my great-great-grandfather was really like. I say few, 
but as I tried to list the other artifacts, I realized that I only have one more: a pedigree. The one 
picture here is the result of a frustrating process. Originally, I wanted to show the pedigree of my 
own line reaching back through my father's line to my great-grandfather, Grandpa Lloyd, and 
then to my great-great-grandfather E.T. Lloyd. However, as you can see, I appear nowhere in 
the chart. This pedigree is what I finally found after abandoning my own family records and 
turning to those in the public domain on FamilySearch.org, a genealogical site maintained by the 
Church. Apparently, my birth and baptism information could not be displayed on a website 
available to the general public. I am too current to be included in their database, too alive. 
The partial pedigree chart shows my 
Benjamin LLOYD 
9: 3 Apr 1805 
8 
Wolverh.ampton, 
Staffo,dshire. England 
D: 5 Feb 1840 
01/18 Jan 1844, 
Thomas LLOYD Wolverhampton. 
B: 15 Jun 1833 Staffo1dshire, England 
Wolverhampton. M: 31 Oct 1831 
Stff,dsh,, Engl By Banns. West Bromwich. 
_.i D: 7 Apr 1894 Staffordshire, England 
Logan, Cache, Ut - Familv 
M: 6 Nov 1856 
Farmington, Davis. Ut Man! ELLIDGE 
9: 13 Oct 1800 
9 Wolverhampton, - Staffordshire, England 
Ezra nmothy: LLOYD D: 23 Jun 1837 
B: 10 Feb 1871 Wolverhampton. 
Wellsville, Cache, Ut St.affordshire, England 
D: 19 Jan 1961 - Salt Lake City, S-L.k, Ut -
,,E 
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D 
M: 23 Dec 1897 
Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, 
Utah 
zra Thomas LLOYD 
: 26 Sep 1901 
Logan, Cache, Utah 
: 2 Jan 1983 
Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah 
Family 
Susannah STONE 
8: 24 Dec 1830 
.2. 
Bristol, Glcstr, England 
D: 23 Jan 1Q20 
Logan, Cache, Ut 
William STONE 
9: 24 Apr 1807 
Bristol. Gloucester. 
10 England - 0: 14 Jun 1886 
Bristol, Gloucester, 
England 
M: 31 Jan 1830 
Bristol. Gloucester, 
England - Familv 
Diana GRANT 
B: 30 Jun 1805 
11 London?, London. - England 
D: 5 J,n 1873 
M : 1 Oct1927 Bristol. Gloucester, 
Grandpa Lloyd's birth, marriage, 
and death dates and locations. It 
also shows similar information for 
his paternal line going back to 
England. I have to admit; I'd never 
really had an interest in family 
history or genealogy before now. 
Growing up, I barely knew the 
names of my great-grandparents, let 
alone my great-great-grand-
ancestors. As a Mormon, I feel a bit 
ashamed at that fact. Part of the 
duty of every Latter-day Saint is to 
Salt Lake City, Sait Lake, Utah England 
A parti,al pedigree of Ezra Thorrns Lloyd, my great-grandfather 
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preserve family history. My mother's generation compiled huge "Books of Remembrance" 
bound in leather and filled with pages and pages of pedigree charts. Now, it's "Personal 
Ancestral Files," electronic databases with linked family group sheets and pedigrees. I'm behind 
in that department. Names, dates, lines connecting relatives and marriages- they all seem so 
empty to me because I cannot construct the story of their lives from these minimalist bits of 
information. I need more than the dates. I need that conversation of juxtaposed artifacts to help 
me make those stories. 
Patricia Hampl points out this failure of genealogy to capture a bigger picture. She 
writes: "History is reduced to genealogy, which is supposed to satisfy a hunger that is clearly 
much larger."20 That hunger for something larger was the driving force behind my research 
when I began to look at the history of the Logan knitting mills and the history of my great-great-
grandfather. However, having delved into the actual stuff of history, those artifacts that have 
been left behind, I find I am at a loss to tell the story of my ancestor with much verifiable detail. 
The artifacts are simply a starting point. My pedigree chart is the same as my pictures: it cannot 
explain itself. Pedigrees are just sequences of names and numbers. Photographs are just 
distinctions of light and dark There are obvious limits to both of these mediums. I had already 
discovered how my photographs of the Goodwin Bro.'s Store and the 1892 print shop were 
unable to answer my questions. This same principle may be applied to such artifacts as pedigree 
charts as well. Indeed the failure of photographs to recapture the moment that it is trying to 
preserve also reflects the inherent failure of all historical documents to give us a full picture of 
the past. 
Certainly I am not the first person to realize this. What is the traditional historical 
approach to the inadequacies of artifacts like photographs? I'm wondering this as I skim through 
a marvelous little book called Researrhi"!:l Writin& and Puh/,ishing Loo:d History. The author, Thomas 
E. Felt, writes in a storybook voice, and I'm almost expecting the next chapter to begin with 
"Dear Reader." Despite the writer's simplistic style, one section in particular is of interest to me, 
"Interpreting Pictures." 21 Felt writes: 
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Ideally, you will have it all handed to you: who made this picture, how, at what 
time, of which subject, located where. Realistically, you will have to reach for 
most of what you can learn even to an approximation .... Every picture is a 
unique problem of explanation. 
Felt's admission, that "you will have to reach" for most anything about the picture's origin, 
echoes in my research. I have been reaching for months, and still I have minimal information to 
show for my efforts. Felt's solution to this problem is simple: "If you don't know exactly, tell 
what you can and admit the obscurity of the rest."22 If I were Felt researching the knitting mills, 
this paper wouldn't exist. 1bis exploration of questions, of uncertainties beyond my historical 
documents would have not made it past "admit[ting] the obscurity of the rest." But I am not 
Felt, and I do not accept his solution. That's just giving up. Instead, I will have to find new 
answers, new approaches to approaching history's obscurity. 
Perhaps I'm going about it in the wrong way; I could try looking at these artifacts from a 
different perspective. Instead of citing their inability to capture the complete essence of the past, 
I can look at them as frag;n:nts, as debris, not a piece of a puzzle that comes together at the end, 
but a remnant of a horrific mess called the past. Recognizing that these artifacts cannot tell their 
story and na ex:µrting them to do so might help me to understand them better. I can look at 
these artifacts from a less critical standpoint. I can take them as they are and then accept that 
and move on. Before I resorted to the public domain, I attempted to get a pedigree chart from 
my family. My mother gave me a copy of her Personal Ancestral File from South Dakota, but 
the floppy disk was corrupted in transit. How many remnants of my great-great-grandfather's 
time have suffered this fate: lost in transit or worse, not considered important enough to 
preserve? 
In her book, The Extraardi,nary Wmk if Ordi,nary Writing, Jennifer Sinor invites her readers 
to examine the kind of writing, the kind of artifacts that traditionally get "tossed." 23 This kind of 
writing, which she labels as "ordinary writing," "is writing that should not have survived. It 
should have been discarded .... That ordinary writing ever survives is extraordinary."24 Here I 
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was, disappointed in the artifact I had collected while all the time I should have felt lucky that I 
had collected anything at all. Most of the items I possessed were things that might have 
ordinarily been pitched! Valuing these artifacts as ordinary writing, ordinary objects, and ordinary 
structures that have survived the passage of time helps me understand that what I was initially 
expecting of them wasn't realistic. After all, what can you ask of a piece of rubble from the 
wreckage of a plane crash? Unless it is a flight or data recorder, the rubble cannot tell you much 
without other pieces to contextualize it. Even then, there are enormous uncertainties without the 
living testimony of people who witnessed and experienced the crash. Historical artifacts, 
important though they may be, are just bits of debris. Unless we learn to read the debris by new 
methods, we cannot make it speak. 
Among the artifacts Darrin Smith let me borrow is a piece of ordinary writing: a credit 
memorandum from the Union Knitting Mills that ordinarily would have been thrown out. The 
receipt is printed on a half sheet of high-quality paper. Now, however, Darrin keeps it in a 
plastic sheath. The paper, once folded into thirds, is elaborately decorated with the knitting 
firm's name: Union Knitting Mills Co. My favorite part of the letterhead is the logo on the top 
A. G !':JARS tR. P.<HST'.-
0 C. BIJOGt,'-.•,e:i; ?1u:::WT". 
!:;,.,IAS N!e'.LStN,S.tr;''('~}"r:"~ 
GEO W.-SK!'.:>MOltt' ,,a~,. 
A credit rrermrandum from the Union Knitting Mills Co. 1908, a piece of" ordinary writing" 
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left hand side of the paper. A tall, long-haired woman stands tall on the pinnacle of a mountain 
wearing (what else?) an item of clothing that is most likely the chief source of revenue for an 
aptly-named company. Yes, she wears a union suit, or in modem terms, long underwear. The 
credit memorandum is simple and to the point: On April 14th 1908, a Mr. J.E. Wilson was 
issued a credit of $17.85 due to the return of order# 71. 
What can I make of this ordinary piece of writing? Previously I would have asked 
questions of the artifact, questions it couldn't answer like: Who is this J.B. for whom this credit 
certificate is written? Were the goods he purchased of poor quality, despite the fact that the 
firm's motto guarantees "High Grade Knit Goods"? Was he dissatisfied by the company's return 
policy? What kind of order was order# 71? Sweaters? Ladies' skirts? Underwear? 
I know now that I will get nowhere with such questions. Instead, I must look at what 
ordinary writing like this can do. Sinor says that value of ordinary writing is in its ability to 
capture "how both writing and culture get made ewy day."25 In other words, ordinary writing 
provides a window into the day-by-day life of Logan, Utah. More specifically, it shows how the 
culture of the knitting business existed on that day. What does it tell me? The quality of the paper 
and the printing tell me that everyday business like issuing credits to customers was handled in a 
professional manner: a receipt was made, typed out, and saved. What else does it tell me? It tells 
me that J.E. Wilson must have stopped by the Union Knitting Mills office that day. It also tells 
me that there is another more comprehensive record kept of purchases made and credit 
received: Why else would the Union Knitting Mills delineate J.E. Wilson's order as# 71? 
It's all ordinary, dull information. But maybe, after all, that's what I should have been 
searching for. Is not the essence of historythe compilation of one day after another? It's a new 
way for me to look at my research: day-by-day. Nevertheless, the new has a familiar ring to it-
don't I live my life day-by-day? 
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The Polk Directory 1904 
There's another piece of ordinary writing I haven't discussed yet, though it is pivotal to 
my search. It is a business directory printed in 1904, another artifact from Darrin's basement 
archives. It was 8:30 at night and I was preparing to return Darrin's artifacts back to him. I 
looked once again at each item, taking a little longer to admire the beautiful credit memorandum 
from the Union Knitting Mills. According to my research, this firm- not the G.che Knitting 
Works- was housed in the Attic during the time my great-great-grandfather lived in Logan. 
Darrin had also let me borrow his Xeroxed copy of something called the "Polk Directory'' for 
1904. C.Omparable to our white and yellow pages, the directory lists the occupations of residents 
as well as their addresses and telephone numbers. We had looked up my great-great-grandfather, 
and there he was, boldly proclaiming itself out of the smaller-type copy of other, less prominent 
figures of the town: "E.T. Lloyd, Mgr G.che Knitting Works, 37 N Main, res 48 E 3d South 
Tel 57-Z." 
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My great-great-grandfather's entry in the Polk directory of 1904 
"He must have had 
some money," Darrin 
remarked. "Not a lot of 
people had telephones 
back then." 
It was an interesting entry. I'd photocopied the page with my great-great-grandfather's listing 
along with the other artifacts Darrin had given me and used the key in the front of the book to 
find out what the abbreviations stood for- "res" for residence, "mgr" for manager. Other 
abbreviations reflected the nature of work in the town: "blksmith" (blacksmith) "lab" Oaborer), 
"propr" (proprietor) and "barkpr" (barkeeper). The advertisements were interesting to read, too: 
"Work Done on Short Notice for The Travel-ing Public at Logan Steam Laundry. 22 W. Center St. 
1ELEPHONE 41-Z FRANK EARL, Propr." And my favorite: "City Shoe Store Reliable Footwear Our 
Motto: "One Price" They Take Your Eye and Suit Your Purse. W. M HANSEN, Proprietor, Logan, 
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Utah." They take your eye and suit your purse? I had to smile. Advertisements today were 
certainly different from advertisements in the early 1900s. 
Glancing through once more, I noticed the frequency of advertisements for the Cache 
Knitting Works. There was only one other knitting mill advertised, the Logan Knitting factory, 
and its ads were less noticeable. C.ertainly, the Cache Knitting Works had the financial advantage 
over its competitors. It looked as if my great-great-grandfather and his associates had a knack for 
advertising. The firm's advertisements ran sideways on the page, each topped by either a man or 
woman in long underwear. "Cache Knitting Works." it proclaimed in bold letters. "Oldest 
Knitting Institution in Utah." The advertisement was simple and eye-catching. If only E.T. 
Lloyd had known that his great-grandson, my father, was to become a specialist in advertising, a 
graphic designer. I think even my father the perfectionist would have approved of the ad. 
I stopped reading. I realized what a treasure I held in my hands. This directory was a 
window into the everyday life of Logan residents in 1904. I was not looking so much for a 
history of the knitting mills as I was for the essence of everyday life. Here I had found it, in a 
piece of everyday, disposable writing. "These things are gold mines," Darrin had said when he 
handed me the directory. I'd accepted it and nodded, agreeing without understanding. "People 
don't knowwhat they're worth." I hadn't known either, until I made that connection from my 
father's profession to the black and white advertisement on the Polk directory page. And here 
was the realization: This directory was a piece of life that went beyond names and dates and 
telephone numbers. It implied a wmrrumty, a business world, things I could understand, even 
from my twenty-first century perspective. With this directory, I could populate my knitting mills. 
I hurried to the library and photocopied many more pages from the Polk Directory. The 
more pages I copied, the more pertinent entries I found. I started looking at the individual 
entries of residents and there they were- employees of the knitting factories: Mary Larsen, 
knitter for the Union Knitting Mills Co, who boards at 395 N. 24 W; Marian McNeil, 
Stenographer for the Cache Knitting Works, who boards at 381 N. yc1 East; Joseph Morrell, 
President of the Logan Knitting Factory, Vice President and Treasurer of Cambell & Morrell 
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Company. Amazing. Suddenly the Logan knitting industry had become something real because it 
was something I could put names to, if not faces. Here were the people of the Attic, the 
"somebodys" whose stories I wanted to tell. 
How did I happen upon this epiphany, this realization that a 100-year-old phone book 
could be as valuable a resource for understanding the past as anything else? Suzanne Bunkers 
characterizes her historical research as "includ[ing] a healthy dose of coincidence and chance." 
Was it chance that I stopped to notice the advertisements in the Polk Directory? That this 
simple act led me to delve deeper into pages, only to discover a part of the past I'd been 
desperately searching for? Maybe it was luck Why didn't I see it right off? Why did I ignore the 
Polk Directory's value when I first read from its pages? Cynthia Huff provides an answer: we 
need to use "reading strategies that force us not only to read differently but to reconsider the 
practice and implications of our learned reading style."26 I had been reading the Polk directory as 
an English major is trained to read. I looked up the information in the directory as I would in a 
dictionary or an Internet search engine. After all, those are texts that I'm used to dealing with. 
This primary document was new to me, and when I applied my" learned reading style" to 
comprehending its importance, I missed it altogether. Yet, if I considered it a piece of ordinary, 
functional writing- part of an infinite collection of other pieces of ordinary life- then I had a 
chance. 
My journey had taken me through frustration at the restrictions of historical artifacts, but 
I had found a new way to read those artifacts. Not every road was a dead end, and there were 
ways to fill in these historical gaps. Discussing and analyzing the limitations of historical 
documents and artifacts is one way to do it. Reading artifacts as ordinary writing is another. And 
yet, there still exist those questions, those questions Thomas Felt still tells me to forget, leave 
behind, admit to obscurity and move on. 
The past is full questions, like the future. But the past's questions are even more 
unanswerable because questions come a.fterthe vidence has disappeared. If we're really curious 
about the future, we can always wait around to find out. For the nontraditional historical 
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researcher like myself, the photographs, stories, histories, maps, and other artifacts all fail. They 
try to capture the present but only succeed in preserving a fragment of the color, the life, the 
living breathing moment that is now. There will always be holes. There will always be something 
left out- something overlooked, misplaced, or purposefully ignored. But I can do something 
about it in reading between the lines, in asking: What's na said? What's na in the picture? 
In The History cf a Valley, the more-or-less official history of Cache Valley, Leonard J. 
Arrington writes, "[the knitting] industry rested on the foundation of an abundance of cheap 
female labor .... Managers and merchants also allegedly took advantage of the custom of paying 
employees partly in produce, partly in scrip, and partly in cash to increase profits." 27 The passage 
is a disturbing one because it implies so much more than an unscrupulous business practice. 
What other injustices existed, yet failed to make their way into printed history? Certainly, the 
conditions of the mills could not have been particularly pleasant. Even modem millwork today is 
drudgery. Ask any laborer who works at the cheese factory or on the assembly line at a 
production plant. The work is tedious, unrelenting, and perhaps worst of all, boring. Was the 
workforce of the knitting mills a collection of bored and frustrated women? Were they young or 
old or middle-aged? Wives, maybe, helping make ends meet. Or daughters, earning money for 
their families. History is silent. 
What is the value in asking such questions? They make us stop and realize what we are 
leaving out. And that, in tum, suggests what the historian's real priorities are. The passage above 
is written from the viewpoint of the proprietor, the man who paid his employees by dubious 
methods "to increase profits." Nowhere does the passage admit the employees' standpoint. So, 
the employers, the money-makers of the knitting industry, write of their practice, undoubtedly 
recorded in the ledgers of official history: "Mrs. White paid November 14, 1903. $1.00 Cash. 
$2.00 Scrip, Three bushels of com." Benign. Free from criticism of the women who received 
such pay. Meanwhile, I am fuming at the idea of such treatment. 
What does that say about the women who worked there? That they had no say in the 
practices of the business? There were no knitting mill labor unions at that time. Women 
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organized in the Relief Society, in the Daughters of the Utah Pioneers, and in charitable 
organizations. Of that, there is sufficient record. But I wonder, if some days, a few of the 
women who worked at the Union Knitting Mills, in the Attic building, met in a Relief Society 
meeting and sitting together, talked about the conditions of their workplace. Did they complain 
about George W. Skidmore, the manager of the mill? Were they tired of the tedious work that 
went into making "high grade knit goods"? 28 
These questions are too important to me to leave behind. They must be answered 
because without answers, the lives of these women will slip into obscurity and disappear. As a 
creative writer, that's not an option I'm willing to accept. Certainly, that obscurity can be filled, 
even it is must be filled with something less than the absolute truth. Is there a middle ground? A 
space where historical fact and quasi-historical truths can meet? Mary dearman Blew did it. Her 
essay about Abraham Hogeland tries to make sense of what his photograph and manuscript do 
not tell us by adding creative detail to their silence. In Alias Ciympia, Eunice Lipton does it too. 
In fact, Eunice Lipton's search for Victorine Meurent culminates in a writer's ultimate answer: 
she writes as if she were Victorine herself. In the chapter aptly-titled "Viola Victorine," Lipton's 
personal narration stops after expressing frustration at the way Meurent has been marginalized 
by other writers. Then follows a decorative scroll and new lines of bolded type: "Manet's best 
paintings were of me. We had a good relationship. Certainly, I was sorry when he 
died . ... I didn't like all his work, but what's the difference?"29 The voice of Victorine is 
resurrected in Lipton's willingness to speak for her. Without Lipton, Victorine remains silent; 
with Lipton, Victorine lives. 
Michelle diff says, "it is through fiction that some of us rescue the American past." 30 
Fiction, or in my case, historically-based imagining, cannot replace historical fact. But for the 
people whose lives would be lost to us without the help of creative writers, there is no 
alternative. Fiction may be the only way to save these people from being reduced to a line in a 
telephone book. 
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Annie Van Orman, at the knitting mill 
'Work is not meant to be fun,' Father said. Mother agreed. And so I don't expect it to 
be. It's work. And every single weekday, I'm here. Click, dick, dick, dick. Clack, dale, dale, dale. I 
hear it in my sleep- the sound of machines knitting away. Relentlessly. And before I sleep at 
night, I must press at least four union suits in my mind, the hot steam and the heat of the iron 
flattening the woolen underwear. 
It smells like dust and laundered stockings here, a strange mix of musty cleanliness. 
Spools of wool line the walls: gray, crimson, and navy, mostly gray. 
At least there are windows, though the westward windows only look out onto the blank 
brick of the boarding house next door. Some light gets in, during the afternoon mostly when 
hands, eyes, and back tire of the day's work. 
I'm mostly bored. 
I won't complain. 
I earn seventy-five cents a day. Not nearly enough for this- labor. But it's the only work 
a girl can get, for now. Perhaps if they paid more ... but then, men would be working here, not 
women. I like the other ladies I work with- some of them girls, like me, helping out their family 
anyway they can or saving up for schooling or marriage. And then there's Mrs. Johnson and the 
other ladies on the floor. Helping their husbands with the mortgage. Mrs. Bowman has three 
little ones at home. A neighbor takes care of them while she's away. I don't know how she bears 
it all. 
I have hopes. Dreams. Someday I won't have to work at a place like this. 
It came easily, this simple exploration of a knitting mill employee on the job. I call her 
Annie, because it's a name I found in the Polk Directory. Her listing is simple: "Van Orman 
Annie, presser Logan Knitting Factory, bds 15 N 5th East." The details are my own: the gray 
wool, the iron, and the sound of the machines (though the picture I have in my head says at least 
that part is right). 
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Despite this "restoration" of Annie's day in 1904, I must acknowledge that it is my 
imagined version of the past. According to Cynthia Huff, history readers and writers are 
"historically trammeled ... with a twentieth-first-centuryperspective." 31 Huff's statement finds 
equal application in my own imagined version of Annie's description of the knitting mills. 
Despite my informed historicism, the passage I've written to capture the feeling and atmosphere 
of a knitting worker's life in 1904 captures as much of my own modem ideology as anything 
else. 
I write as Annie from the experience of a writer who, having been schooled in feminist 
and Marxist criticism, feels strongly about the low pay and the position of women during the 
early part of the twentieth century. My mind rages against the fact that women workers received 
less pay than men and that they were often paid in scrip or produce instead of cash. It wasn't 
until 1911 that maximum hours and minimum wages were set for working women. 32 Child labor 
laws didn't exist in 1904. Most likely, young girls as well as grown women worked in the Logan 
knitting industry, a possibility that seems even more likely considering my Grandpa Lloyd's 
employment at the knitting works in Salt Lake when he was eleven years old. 
My description of Annie also stems from this photograph by Lewis Hine, culled from an 
internet search at the beginning of my journey. The picture shows a line of knitting mill workers. 
A girl in a dark (blue?) dress stands in the forefront, complacently working the knitting machine 
Leuis Hine, "Girl Knitting Stockings in a Southern Mill, 1910" 
in front of her while her 
coworkers stand at their own 
stations doing the same. It's a 
somber picture because I know 
from my research that this girl is 
very much like my Annie, paid 
very little, forced to work out of 
circumstance. She stands alone on 
the stepping stool, alone because 
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she is a child, alone because she is another "somebody' whose story is only preserved by this 
photograph. Yet perhaps I am recovering her story in my description of Annie's. 
My sources for Annie's story do not come from artifacts or research alone. I have never 
worked at a knitting mill, so my description of knitting mill work is reminiscent of the mindless 
tedium I experienced while working in a production line when I was eighteen. Simply put, I 
wrote the passage as if it were me- as if I were the one there, working on the knitting machines, 
tired and achy after 10 hours of work doing the same thing over and over. The passage is more 
about me than about anyone who lived in 1904 Logan. 
Margaret Brady, a folklorist and historian, writes of her search for the past of Mary 
Susannah Fowler. In her book, Brady admits that her interpretation of Mary Fowler is plainly 
biased by the imaginer herself. The identity of a past figure, like Mary Susannah Fowler, is 
"constructed [through] accumulated texts." She continues, "In the very process of reading, 
listening to stories, and writing about Mary Fowler's life, I, too, become implicated in that 
construction." 33 Construction is a good word to describe the process; for no matter how 
authentic the primary materials, a re-visioning of the past requires the mind and imagination of a 
builder. My understanding of the Annie and the Logan knitting mills is not solely based on the 
primary artifacts I have collected, nor is it contingent upon the written history of Logan and its 
brief visitation on the knitting mill industry. I must look to myself as a source as well. 
In her book In Se.arrh if Susannah, Bunkers explains that the real purpose of her search for 
Susannah Fowler was not, as she had previously supposed, expressly concerned with the life of 
her ancestor. Instead, she explains that the journey "is intensely personal. It reflects my thoughts 
and feelings about myself and others .... The stories in this book are as true as I can make them, 
given that my interpretations of people and events bear the marks of my own experiences and 
personality." 34 In other words, another purpose of interpreting the past is to interpret the 
researcher herself. What have I learned about myself as I've gathered information about the 
Logan knitting industry? That is the question I should be asking myself. 
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Perhaps more than anything else, creating an imagined past is a compromise between 
historical research and the questions that plague it. In the introduction to her book, Suzanne 
Bunkers writes: "My goal is not for you to say, 'Yes, it WIS that way,' but 'Yes, it crnld haie been 
that way."35 In this, she acknowledges the central dichotomy of creative historical writing: an 
informed imagining of the past is as close to an answer as we can get, but it's inherently 
incorrect. Yet, when there are no other answers, no other avenues to keep these people from 
fading into a realm of forgotten and discarded, I choose to write. 
Restoring the Past 
When I embarked on this ... journey, quest, pursuit ... I thought the end would reveal a 
finite quarry. I supposed I was restoring the history of the Attic building and other Logan 
knitting mills, recuperating "the Truth" of a past forgotten. It was a na·ive assumption, I realize 
now. I have not been alone in this fantasy, this dreaming of a whole picture. Margaret Brady, in 
writing about her "[attempt] to truly understand the life of Mary Susannah Sumner Fackrell 
Fowler," says that her exploration of the past was prompted by "that longing to know more; that 
piecing together of an identity, that re-visioning of another's idea about just who this woman 
actually was, that kind of questioning where answers only lead to more questions." 36 She too was 
led to the journey by an ambition to "re-vision" a part of the past. And like myself, who wanted 
to "piece together" a complete puzzle of the Logan knitting mills, Brady desired to know "just 
who this woman actually was." I love that phrase. It rings like the line from an old black-and-
white detective movie: Just who do you think this woman actually was? Yet, unlike a film, in 
which the detective lays bare the motive, the means, and perpetrator himself, Brady's search-
like mine- can only reveal so much before the information runs out. 
At the beginning of my research, I was ready to give up when I feared that this might be 
the end result of my journey- a complete accurate picture of the past may not be possible to 
recreate. If only I had known then what I know now: that complete and accurate is not the 
point. Nor, in the end, is my research project primarily about knitting mills, or great-great-
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grandfathers, or even my own subjective role in the research process. Instead, I have discovered 
this process of historical research, this scavenger hunt that is unlike any research I've done 
before. And for that reason, this piece of writing has become as much about my research and my 
role in that research as it is about the results that stem from my research. My restoration project 
has more to do with mn>atingan approximation of the truth than bringing "the truth" back. It's 
one attempt, rrune. 
I think of the brown suit my great-great-grandfather wore on the day in early 1904, 
crossing Main street, still a dirt-packed road. It is my own creation, this picture. And the suit. An 
educated guess. I know from old photographs of Main Street that the road was still unpaved in 
1904. I know, that C.ache Knitting Works was located at 39 N. Main Street from 1899 - 1905.37 I 
know that my great-great grandfather was assistant manager of the Cache Knitting Works until 
1907 in Logan. I know, vaguely, what he looked like. And brown is certainly a common suit 
color. But after everything- the research, the questions, the interpretation, the writing- my 
imagining is still a guess. If a guess is all I have- is all that can fill in those historical gaps- then 
I have to accept that guess. Ortain and absolute truth is not attainable here. Rather, I must be 
satisfied with a version of the truth- a version that, despite its likelihood of being false, cannot 
be proven as such. 
How do I restore the past? For me, the response to that question is a non-answer: it's 
not possible. Instead, my question has become more complex: what do I do when historical 
artifacts fail to preserve the past? What methods can I use to understand the past? What must I 
remember about the fallacies of these methods? The solutions, that is, my solutions, have dealt 
with looking at historical artifacts from a different perspective. I now view these historical 
documents as the debris of everyday life, speaking only to the ordinary. Additionally, I have 
looked at how an informed imagination can shape these artifacts into a vivid, colorful reality for 
someone in the present day. There are, of course, hazards in doing this- accounts will always be 
influenced by the personal bias and ideology of the writer. Yet, that's an occupational risk I'm 
willing to take. 
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It seems I have come full circle: my creative restoration of the past is both my 
problem ... and its unique solution. For, when I recreate the past through informed imaginings, 
I lose the verifiability of historical truth; simultaneously, I gain a way of making the past 
accessible to me while allowing previously marginalized figures to emerge from the ashes of 
history. I echo Suzanne Bunkers sentiment: "In the end, it is the interaction of the writer's 
imagination with the cultural records that makes the story meaningful and the search 
worthwhile." 38 
Logan, Utah 1904. A man crosses Main Street on his way to work. There's a chill in the 
air and as he exhales puffs of white breath, he pulls up the collar of his brown tweed jacket. 
Although he doesn't realize it, he is not alone. His great-great-grandaughter catches a glimpse of 
him through the accumulated decades of historical debris. He does not see her. But she is there. 
At least, as much as she can be. 
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